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"Oh, how glad I'll be," he thought to himself, "when Fm safe
back in that boat on the Wissey! By God! I know what I'll do.
I'll hire that boat in Alder Dyke from that fellow, so that we'll
have it when we want it."
It suddenly occurred to him that it was in connection with
the smell of alders and with the look of their dark sturdy foliage
that he had thought of Tom that day he was with Mary and he
set himself to recall the boyish figure of his childish memories.
As they debouched into Chilkwell Street and were passing the
old Tithe Barn, John heard Tossie, Glastonbury girl as she was,
say something about one of the evangelistic creatures. It must
have been a remark of more surprising lewdness and more amus-
ing originality than John could quite follow, and it did not win
much favour in his ears.
"The truth is," he thought, "I'm not suited for a sociable life,
or to make merry with my friends. When once I've got Mary to
myself in Northwold, I swear I won't see a single soul; and I
won't invite a single soul. We'll live absolutely alone, Mary and
I; absolutely alone and to ourselves! This girl's a decent girl,
and her kids are nice kids; but I couldn't have stood living in
the same house and having everything a quatre much longer.
This hundred and fifty from the old man is a heavenly escape.
It's a windfall out of the air; it's a benediction. Tonnerre de
Dieu! It's as much one of his miracles as his curing any of
those people. Christ! Pd soon be converted to the worship of
Geard the Saviour if the old chap did kick the bucket. I hope
he saw how grateful I was. I did kiss his hand. I'm damned glad
I did that; for I think it pleased him. Perhaps in his whole life,
the life I daresay of -one of the greatest men who've ever lived,
I'm the only person who's ever kissed his hand! And think of
the number of ridiculous society-whores whose hands are kissed
every day. Oh, damn and blast this human breed!"
They were passing all Mr. Geard's improvements on Chalice
Hill now. In the green twilight, in spite of the litter and the
presence of many unsightly shanties, the Mayor's Saxon arch
stood out nobly and impressively. Beyond the Grail Fount, too,
they could see the newly erected Rotunda and this also had a
dignity of its own at this hour. It was indeed a sort of heretical